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18 3 HE following Pieces be- 
2 iag the Offsprings of my 


vVvVouchful Genius,) /m d 

to complain againſt me for 
letting . them wander thro the wide 
Warld Forlorn ; nay, almoſt driven to 
4 Conſtraint” ef ſeeking at ber Fathers. 


Don this, I thought my ſelf oblig- 
ed to take * Own em; 
b I am afraid they will Rake me 4 
ſhamed of ws. 45 nod having fit- 
ted them out the" Beſt I could, I ſend 

oo Abroad to vt their Fortunes, 

ET 4 with 
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iv The PRE F A E. 


with à ſtrict I. nunc tion never to trom 
ble me more. 


— = 


And here, according to Cuſtom, 
I ought to rail at the Criticks; but, 
I think, I had better tet them alone, 
as I hope they will me, Poetry not be- ( 


mg my Profeſſion, or theſe Trifies of 
mine er their Norte. 


oo” it ould be my Good Fortune to 
Pleaſe m this Little Attempt, the 
Higheſt of my Hopes are anſwer d. If 
I am Cenſurd, I fall not complain 
but conedude' I deſerve. itt. 
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THE 


Marriage of Baccnvs: 


Being Part of the STORY of | 


| | Theſeus and Ariadne. 


nn, 
From Ov 10. 71 


* 


— 


og , 
The ARGUMENT. 


Theſeus being ſentenc'd to be devour'd by the Mi- 
notaure, was preſerv'd by Ariadne, Daugbter 
of Minos, King of Crete; who, for the Love of 
Theſeus, and Fear of ber Father's Fury, flies 
by Night with Theſeus to Naxos; where be 
treacherouſly leaves ber, and retires with ber 
Sifter Phædra to his Father's Court at Athens. 
The following Poem leaves Part of the Hiſtory 
'o be underſiood, and begins from the Day: 


B break 
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2 POEMS 


break after their Flight from Crete, and their 
firſt Sight of Naxos. 


T length, the joyous Wes 2 


> (welcome Light 
| is gd Began to ſhoot from that propiti- 
FEW TC TS (ous Night, 
Which veil'd the Heav n, and ſcreet d their con- 
(ſcious Flight. 


And bright Aurora iflu'd from the Eaſt, 

In all her gayeſt Robes of Day. light dreſt, 
Then, in an Iuſtant, open'd to their View 

The fineſt Landſcape Nature ever drew, 

'Twas plenteous Naxos, that below 'd Abode 

Of Wine's moſt Potent, moſt Luxuriant Go, 
Which ſcarce beheld, bur leaping from the Main] 
As it were glad to teſt it ſelf again, 

The Ship cut ſwiftly thro! the yielding Sand, 
Aud lodg d its Burthen on the wiſht-for Lande 


Then Joy and Safety ſmil'd in ev'ry Face; 
They bleſt themſelves, and bail d that happy Place. 


— — — — 


For, ah l—— — — 
The dire Revenge of Minos, mid leverc, 


Mad" 61l'd their guilty ** wich ſo. much Fear, 
* 47 BY bo 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 3 


ir That they deſpair'd to wiſh, much mote to meet, 
With ſo ſecure, and ſuch a ſweet Retreat. 


Amidſt the gloomy Hottors of the Deep, 
What Soul, tho' moſt fatigu'd, could think of Sleep? 
That was no Place: But this can well ſupply 
Thoſe Bleſſings which rhe boiſt'rous Seas deny. 
The ſwelling Vines here bow themſelves in Haſte, 
Aud Grapes in Purple Cluſters court their Taſte : 
Promiſcuouſiy around of ey'ry Kind, 
A wild Deſert of rip'ning Fruits they find: 
They' fe Nature's Gueſts,nor can they with for more, 
When ſhe ſo freely laviſhes her Store. 
Amidſt this plenteons Confuſion led; 
MW Vith cafy Steps they gain a Fountain's Head; 
ame Whoſe Streams of Liquid'Chryſtal ſwiftly roll 

Around the Margin of the Verdant Bowl, 
While, on each Side, the ſpreading Beeches ſeem 

To kiſs the Clouds, and ſhade the glitt'ring Stream. 

Thus, ev'n beyoud their Expectation bleſt, 
Tis here they gently lay em down to reſt, 
On flow'ry pillows, and on verdant Beds, 
Adorn'd with all the Beauties of the Meads : ? 
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While cloſe Beneath, the gently murm'ring Streams 
Charm them to ſofteſt Slumbers, ſweereſt Dreams. 


But, ah! while Beautcous Ariadne ſleeps, 
Thoughtleſs of Ill, che faithleſs Theſeus keeps 
A treach'rous Watch, and real Slumber feigus, 
While waking Falſhood in his Boſom reigns : 
For ſoon as he perceives her killing Eyes 
Securely veil'd, he gently does ariſe, 

And with the loweſt Motion lightly moves, 
To find the Maid whom he unjuſtly loves. 


Fly to the Ship, and with officious Care 
All Hands do for their inſtant Flight prepate. 

- Propitious Winds ſoon fill cheir ſwelling Sails; 
The Sable Streamers ſport with friendly Gales ; 
The well ſtecr*dRudder ploughs the wat ry Plain; 
Swifter than Thought, they fly along the Main, 
And ſoon the diſtant Shore of Athens gain. 


This done, with haſty Joy, the guilty Pair 


While Ariadne, lull'd to peaceful Dreams, 
Like ſome bright Angel in a Slumber ſeems: 
Upon a Pillow, which the Earth had made | 
Of tiſing Turf, her Head was gently laid 


The 


ns 


15. 
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The 


On feveral Occaſions. 5 


4 


The bluſhing Roſes ſtoop'd on either Side, 

And ſtrove to kiſs her Checks with eager Pride; 
Bur, ah! they droopt, and pale with Envy grew, 
To ſec in them a more Vermilion Hue: 

The Lillies, that on either Side did grow, 

And in their Whitenels rival'd' whiteſt Snow, 
Clos'd their fair Heads, within their Folds retit'd, 
And, vanquiſh'd by her whiter Skin, expit'd. 


Mean time, great Bacchus, with his jovial Train, 
In gladſome Triumph came along the Plain: 
A ſported Panther, drunk with Lees of Wine, 
Recling and foaming, drew the Carr Divine: 
A Crowd of Bacche ran on either Side, 
Their bloated Cheeks with Juice of Elders dy'd; 
As many laughing Satyrs, Row by Row, 
With wanton Motions skiping to and fro; 
While Old Silenus, jogging in the Rear,, 
Did creeping lowly on an Als appear. 


I: chanc'd at laſt, that Bacchus bent his Way 
Unto the Place where Ariadne lay: 
But ( Het v'nsj with how much Wonder did he gaze? 
His Train ſtood ſtill, and all were in Amaze, 


B 3 L To 
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To ſee that unfrequented lonely Place, 
Bleſt with ſo ſweet a Form, and ſo Divine a Face, 


The God was fixt, as rooted to the Ground; 
No Motion in bis greedy Eyes was found ; 
He gaz'd, as tho' he would exhauſt his Sight; 
And ſeem'd all fill'd with Rapture and Delight: 
The wanton Satyrs peep'd, and ſmil'd, and skipt, 
Around the Fair, a Thouſaud times they tript; 
Yet cautious, leſt they ſhould the Nymph affright 
They talk'd in Whiſpers, aud their Steps were light. 


At laſt the God drew nigh, and gently laid 

His Sacred Body near the ſlec ping Maid: 

While ſhe (in Dreams) not knowing he was there, 
Embrac'd him, call'd him Theſeus, and her Dear: 
She preſt his Hand, and to augment his Bliſs, 
She, ſlumb'ring, met his Face, and ſtole a Kits. 
Great Bacchus, ravitht with the Balmy Taſte, 
With too, too eager Joy, the Nymph embrac'd; 
Who ſtarting from his Arms, began to wake, 
And, gazing, found too late the ſad Miſtake, 
She sbriekt, and leaping from the Graſſy Bed, 


She tore the Golden Treſſes from her Head: 


— — Aloud 


— 
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\loud 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 7 


Aloud ſhe call'd for Theſeus: But, alas! 


He, like a faithleſs Man, had left the Place; 
She beat her Breaſts, and wept ; but all in vain, 


* 


Theſeus was gone ne er to return again. 


Now here, now there, ſhe flies with wild Deſpair, 
Her Locks diſhevell'd ſtreaming in the Air; 
She ſeeks the Shore, and finds the Veſlel gone; 
But then, (alas!) with what exceſſive Moan 
She fill'd the Place! Within the Briny Sea 
She would have plung'd, but, ah! that might not be; 
Shc was prevented by the God of Wine, 
Who, full of Pity, us'd his Pow'r Divine, 
To calm her ſtormy Soul, to caſe her Pain, 
And place her Reaſon in its Throne again: 
But deaf to all the pleading Pow'r could ſay, 
She ſtopt her Ears, and would have forc'd away. 
Tis thou, ſaid ſhe, (with Fury in her Eyes) 
Haſt made my dear lov'd Lord a Sacrifice; 
Can'ſt thou not kill me too, that I may go 
And ſeek him in the peaceful Shades below: 
The God, with Patience, heard the frantick Fait, 
* har | Pity ſaw her Anguiſh and Deſpair: 


He 


8 * OE 


He told her Theſeus' Falſhood, and the Maid 
' Who; had her Lover from her Arms betray'd : 
She'ſcarce had heard, when ſtrait her Spirits fail, 
Convulſive Throws her tortur'd Soul aſſail; 
Bacchus, in Pity, takes her to his Arms, 
And by his Pow'r recall'd her Priſtine Charms: 
He told her of his Paſſion, and his Truth, 

His Pow'r Divine, his never-dying Youth :. 

He let her know the Falihood of Mankind, 
And of the Pleaſure the ſhould daily find 
Within his Arms ; he told her ſhe ſhould Reign 
O'er him, his Iſland, and o'er all his Train! 
He knelt, he begg'd, he would not be deny'd. 
She ſmil'd and gaz'd, and with a Sigh reply'd, 
Farewell, Falſe Theſeus! Bacchus now ſhall prove 
The only Object of my. conſtant Love. 

The God ſtood raviſht at her matchleſs Charms, 
He claſpt the yielding Fair One in his Arms; 
The leaping Satyts did with Joy rebound, 
| The Bacche lightly. toucht the trembling Ground, 
| Loud Io's fill'd the Place, and ev'ry Voice 


| Was heard in loudeſt Tranſports to rejoice ; 
| Ev'n Nature's (elf look: more ſublimely Gay, 
| ll To ſolemnize Great Bacchus Nuptial 947 
| . Writ 


, 


On feveral Occaſions. 


il, 


ritten in a Garden by Moonlight. 


EE, ſmiling Cynthia now begins to riſe, 


A And add tranſparent Glories to the Skies. 
Hail, beauteous Rival of the darkſome Night, 

' [ Whole Glooms give Way to thy Superior Light. 

Gs Thy Lucid Charms afford a ſecond Day, 

0" And guide the weary Pilgrim in his Way; 

Thy milder Preſence renders open Plains 

* Delightful to the Nymphs, and to the Swaius; 
Who all the Day in lonely Shades retreat, 

To ſhun the Fury of Meridian Heat. 

15 The warbling Lark forſakes its downy Neſt, 
And thinks the Day is in thy Smiles expreſt ; | 
Beguil'd by thee, he chaunts his Morning Song, 

| The tuneful Summons of the Feather'd Throng. 

Writ 


All 
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All Nature takes th* Alarm; the Fiſh forſake 

The deep Receſſes of the ſilent Lake, 

And on the Surface of the Floods are (cen 
While wanton Lambkins ſport upon the Green: 
The Fairy Elves aſſemble in a Ring, 

By Cynthia's Silver Light they dance and ſing; 
Bencath her gentle Influence ſport and play, 
And nothing feat but the returning Day. 


- 
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Unfortunate PHILI IS. 


OLIN, a gentle Shepherd Swain, 
With ev'ry Beauty grac'd, 

pon the Faireſt of the Plain 

His fond AﬀeRion plac'd. 


; 


was Phillis, beautiful and gays. 


* 
By all admir'd and lov'd, "4% 
d ſtol'n the Shepherd's Heart away z "* 
But mark how Phillis prov'd. 
1E OW... J 
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Deaf and regardleſs to his Pray'r, 
With Scorn ſhe from him flew ; 

She was Unkind, as ſhe was Fair, 
And Falſe, as he was True. 


Poor Colin, forc'd by her Diſdain, 
To Delarts wild retir'd ; 

Where oft he ſigk'd, but figh'd in vain, 
For her whom he admir'd . 


Tho' other Nymphs for Colin pin'd, 
Phillis his Love deſpis d: 

She te that Paſſion was unkind, 
Which many would have ptiz'd. 


But ſhe, who had thus long deny'd 
An humble conſtant Swain, 


Phillis, who had with wond'rous Pride 
Reſiſted all the Plain, 


Was vanquiſht by a Coat of Lace, 
And by an Outſide won: 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 


By Flaxen Wig, and Brazen Face, 
Poor Phillis was undone. 


Ic chanc'd a ſplendid Courtier came 
To breath the Rural Air; 

Whoſe gay Addreſſes did inflame 
The too too eaſy Fair, 


This Courtier, artful to decei ve, 
So much on Phillis gain'd, 

All he could ask, or ſhe could give, 
He caſily obtain'd. 


But ſcarce had he the Fair enjoy'd, 
And gain'd her tender Heart; 

When, with her fond Embraces cloy'd, 
He quickly did depart. 


Phillis thus baſely left alone, 
By him whom the ador'd, 

To ev'ty Eccho made her Moan, 
And ey'ry Pow't implor'd. 


C 
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But, 
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But, ah, alas! too late ſhe found 


þ 
Her Darling ſo unkind, 
For Love had all their Labours crown'd, 
And left a Pledge behind. 
1 
Of Colin now ſhe ſeeks Relief, 


And to the Deſart flies; 
Where he had ſtol'n to vent his Gtief, 
And eccho forth his Cries. 


But Colin grown much wiſer now, 
Experienc'd by his Smart, 

Met Phillis with an angry Brow, 
And baffled all her Arr, 


His Love was now to Hatred turn'd, 
His Fondneſs to Diſdain, 

And ſhe who had his Paſſion ſcorn'd, 

Ile ſcorn'd as much again. 


Back to the Groves he did repair, 
And there in Wedlock joiu'd 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 15 


A Nymph, as faithleſs Phi//is Fair, 
But much more Chaſte, aud Kind. 


Poor Phillis far remoter fled, 
Her adverſe Fate to blame; 


Vhere ſhe conceal'd her guilty Head, 
But not her Grief and Shame, 


ol | C2 VIELL A: 


OR, THE 


Antiquated Coquette. 


IELL 4, why, at Sixty Nine 
Thus gay, thus brisk doſt thou appear; 
Why do ſparkling Diamonds ſhine 
In thy Party-colour'd Hair? 


Why art thou ſcen at Balls and Plays 
In gaudy Garments dreſt ? 


You ſay whole Crowds upon yolſ gaze, 
I grant you tis confeſt. 


The 


In 
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| The youthful ridiculing Train, 
Wich inward Smiles behold 
A Wretch like you ſo very vain, 
And yet ſo yery old. 


va*% AA THE 


vet thou can'ſt talk of warm Deſire, 
| And of the Joys of Loye, 
When thou art ready to expire, 

And ought to look Above. 


Fot Shame, Vella, ceaſe to Ape 
The blooming ſprightly Fair; 

In Geer of Gauze, and Weed of Crape, 
You'd like your ſelf appear. 


E Alamode. 
A SONG. 


Ove's the Feaver of the Mind ; 
'Tis a Grief that None can cure, 
Till the Nymph you love prove kind: 


She can give you Eaſe again, 
She can beſt remove the Pain 
Which you for her endure. 


Be not ever then repining, 

Sighing, dying, canting, whining; 
Spend not Time in vain Purſuing; 

If the does not love you, make her; 
When ſhe loves you, then forſake her; 
Tis the Modiſh Way of Wooing. 


Lo VIS 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 19 
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LOVE' a RIDDLE. 


A SONG. 
Set by Mr. WHICHELL0. 


HE Flame of Love aſſwages, 
When once it is reveal'd, 
But fiercer ſtill it rages, 
The more it is conceal'd. 


onſenting makes it colder ; 


When met, it will retreat: 
depulſes make it bolder, 
Aud Dangers make it ſweet. 
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TO A 


Friend in LOVE. 


Rithee Billy, 
Be'n't ſo filly, 

Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief; 
You ſay, Betty 
Will not let ye, 
But, can Sorrow give Relicf? 
Leave Repining, 
Ceaſe your Whining, 
Pox on Torment, Grief and Woe; 
If ſhe's tender, 
She'll ſurrender, 
If ſhe's tough, — c'en let her go. 


Mort 


Bu: 
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| More of the ſame. 


OULD you gain a Woman's Hate, 
Be a conſtant Lover; 
Would you Woman's Love create, 
Be a faithleſs Rover. 


The fond Adorer they deſpiſe, 
And keep him in Subjection; 

But he that Woos with Oaths and Link 
is ſure to gain Affection. 
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Nix CANTATAS 


ON 


Several Subjects. 


After the Italian Manner. 


ge CC 


CXRTIAITAL 
On the Death of the late Famous 


18 


Mr. El ford. I 

F 

Set by Dr. Croft. ng 
Rieirr. tan 


A SK not Apollo's tuncful Train, 
Why thus they weep, and thus complain: 
'Tis Strephon's Loſs inſpires their Woe, 


And fills with Gricf the World below. 
|; The 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 23 


The warbling Nightingal depreſt, 
| WW Lodges Sorrow in its Breaſt; 
The Lark which Strepbon made ſo gay, 
Has ceas'd to Sing, fince he has been away. 


AIX. 
All Nature's Joys we loſe in thee, 
O thou, the Soul of Harmony, 


Burſt, barſt, ye Strings, from ev'ry Lyre, 
And let your Charms with him expire, 


Rzcrr. 

ould we believe that Strephon would remain, 
hen Royal Anna had forſook the Plain: 
oon to the Heav'ns above he did purſue, 

is wanted Muſick to rene w; 

There to his Bleſſed Patroneſs, does he 

haunt forth Eternal Melody: 

ud for a while, the heay'nly Choir 

and mute, to be delighted and admire, 


iS 


A1ks 


The 


22 POEMS 


<= re Se, Nat 


3 Fe 2h. 14 5 
[| 572,01 £72, Js 45. 015 455. & £72, 9 || 


PD, ED FD AAA 4p 


Six CANTATAS 


ON 


Several Subjects. 


After the Italian Manner. 


K 


CANTAT A I. 


On the Death of the late Famous 
Mr. Elford. 


Set by Dr. Croft. 
RECcir. 
A K not Apollo's tuneful Train, 
Why thus they weep, and thus complain: 
'Tis Strephon's Loſs inſpires their Woe, 
And fills with Gricf the World below. 


The 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 23 


The warbling Nightingal depreſt, 

Lodges Sorrow in its Breaſt ; 

The Lark which Strepbon made ſo gay, 
Has ceas d to Sing, ſince he has been away. 


AIX. 


All Nature's Joys we loſe in thee, 
O thou, the Soul of Harmony, 


Burſt, burſt, ye Strings, from ev'ry Lyre, 
And let your Charms with him expire, 


Rzcrr. 

Could we believe that Strephon would remain, 
hen Royal Anne had forſook the Plain: 
Hon to the Heav'ns above he did purſue, 

is wanted Muſick to rene w; 

here to his Bleſſed Patroneſs, does he 

haunt forth Eternal Melody: 

id for a while, the heav'nly Choir F 
and mute, to be delighted and admire, 


A 1 i 


"he 


| 
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A1R. 
In thoſe peaceſul Realms above, 
All is Muſick, all is Love. 


Ever tune/ul, ever gay, 
Eternal Bliſs, eternal Day. 


£743 


On. ſeveral Occaſions. 25: 


CanTATA I. 


Lyſander ; or the Parting. 


RsC1rT. $f 
Vander brave and young, 
With-held by her whom more than Life he 
(priz'd, 


Aud who for him, all other Youths deſpis'd ; 
er to the Wars he did repair, 
bus addreſt the weeping Fair, 
Vith broken Sighs, and falt'ring Topgue- 


I 

3 
AIR. 

Who can to War's Alarms. 


Fly from theſe folded Arms ? 
Yet that muff I: 


O Cupid ! God of Love, 


Would'ſt thou propitious prove, 
Here let me die. 


D Rzretr. 
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;  SELK 

While thus entranc'd he ſtood, 

The Silyer Trumpet from afar, 

Chides his Delay, and calls to Wat: 
New Vigour fires his Blood, 

His Soul 1s all alarm'd, he ſtarts, he flies, 


And to the Trumpet's Call he thus replies. 


A1R, 
Sound, found to Arms, away, away, 
Bellona calls, I muſt obey. 


Yet, 'tis hard Fate, to leave thee ſo: 
But Honour calls, and I muſt go. 


iS 
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CAN TATA III. 


Teraminta; or the Cenſorious Lover. 


Set by Mr. ANTHONY YOUNG. 


REC Ir. 
Right Teraminta croſt the Grove, 


Attended by a Virgin Train, 
To Wed a Shepherd of the Flain, 


V. hoſe Wealth had got the upper Hand of Love: 


Her Fav'rire Swain, whom much ſhe priz'd, 
She paſt regardleſs by ; 


Who thus forſaken, and deſpis'd, 


D:d to her ſeeming Scorn reply. 


9 42 An. 
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AIR, 
For trufling a Creature, 
Inconſtant by Nature, 
. I'm rightly rewarded; 


The more we are Faithful, 
The more they're Ungrateful, 
The leſs we're regarded. 


Aer. 
But Teraminta left her Train, 
And caught him in this railing Strain; 
She turn'd his Torments to a Jeſt, 
And thus the Swain his Joy expreſt. 


AIR. 
There is no Meaſure 
To my Pleaſure, 
When Thou art in my Arms; 


To fix Thee bere, 
I'd Laugh at Fear, 
Ang Triumph in Alarms. 


W yew 
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CANTATA- IV. 
Damon; or the Happy Suan. 


Aer. 
S Damon watcht his harmleſs Sheep, 
Within a filent Shade, 
Lockt in the Bands of Downy Sleep, 
He ſaw his Charmer laid, 
and thus he Hail d the Beauteous Maid. 


A1R, 
Cloſe mot thoſe chai ming Eyes, 
My Life, my only Dear ! 


Tis Night till they ariſe, 
Tis Day when they appear « 
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| _ RuenrrT. 
Charm'd with the tuneful Accents of his Voice, 
The lovely Virgin rear'd her Head; 
For Damon's Song makes Sorrows Self rejoice, 


And wakes, with wond'rous Pow'r the fleeping 
(Dead: 


Not was the Nymph Coquet or Coy, 
Too well ſhe knew the artleſs Boy: 
Wich Fervour not to be expreſt, 
She claſpt him to her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Who thus ſang forth his Joy. 


AIR. 


While in ber Arms my Charmer holds me, 


IT think the Ducen of Love in ſolds me: B 
* 1 
Leſs lovely Venus is than ſhe : * 


Adonis too leſs Bleſt than me. 


r 
* | 
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1 CANTA TAY. 


Apollo and Daphne. 


Set by Mr. WHICHELLO. 


Rrcrr. 
ILD as Deſpair, the im'rous Daphne flew, 
While am'rous Phebus cloſely did purſue: 
But when the God had follow'd long in vain; 
He then began to try each moſhug Strain, 
attempting thus, the cruel Fait to gain. 


AIR. 
Deareſt Daphne, do not fly me, 
All thy needleſs Fears remove; 
Do not, do not thus deny me, 
But reward Apollo' Love. 


1. 4 Whew 
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When inconſt ant Men are ers, 
Virgins may maintain the Held; 
But when Gods becyme Pu: ſrc s, 


Eve Fair ſhould gladiy q ielil. 


RzsC1T. 
This ſaid, he rudely ſeiz'd the frembhng Maid, 
Who loudly call'd ro Heav'n for Aid; 
When ſtrait by Pow'r Divine ſhe grew 
A Lawrel ever blooming, ever new; 
From whoſe immortal Trunk theſe Accents came, 
His fruſtrate Hopes to mock, his guilty Love to 
(blame. 
AIX. 

Pheœ bus while „N, ſuch a Rover, 

Small Succeſs in Love you'll find; 

Till you're grown a conſtant Lover, 


Virgins never will be kind. 


Leave this wanton Way of Wooing, 

Fickle Courtſhip is but vain ; 

While you All are, thus purſuing,, 

You perhaps may None obtain. p 
| C a tie 


me, 
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CANTATA VE 


Vertumnus and Pomona. 


RaACat. 
Ransform'd in Female Shape (as old andlamc} 
The God Vertumnus to Pomona came, 
And while the Goddeſs all her Store diſplay'd, 
He thus diſguis'd, addreſt the heay'nly Maid, 


AIX. 
Goddeſs lovely and divine! 
Guurdian of each fruitful Tree, 
A while thy darling Jeys decline, 


And lend an Ear to Love and me. 


Blooming Beauties ſhould be kind, 
And take the Bleſſing while they may ; 
For Time is ſwift, and Love is blind, 


And Paſſion cools when Charms decay. 
REC1T., 
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RnciT. 


While he appear'd thus odious in her Eyes, 
The Goddeſs did his Strains deſpiſe: 

3 Bur, when transform'd by Pow'r Divine, 

| | Vertumnus. did with youthful Graces ſhine, 
Thus ſang Pomona, all amiz'd, 

While on the charming God ſhe fondly gaz'd. 


AIR. 
Succeſsful happy Charmer, 


Iii you alone can warm her, 
Who never lov'd before; 


Be Bleſt as I can make you, 


I never will for ſake you, 


But love you more and more. 


230.3, 


ſl Do OT , 
li Or BK 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 35 
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Makes the 
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BEING 
wveral Verſes written to and upon 


the moſt Charming Lesbia. 


Upon the Firſt Sight of Lesbia. 


8 O many Charms were never ſure 
ne Gods to make you more com plcat, 
Hue robb'd all Womankind. 


For One alone defign'd ; 


THE 


To the ſc ANe. 


Ho Faireſt, moſt Divine of Human Kind! 
Angel in Form, and Goddeſs in thy Mind, 

I've ſeen you Charmer, thar alone will prove, 
As I have gaz'd, ſo I of Courſe muſt Love. 
I own I merit not One ſo Divine; 
But yet, if Love is Merit, you are mine, 
Then, oh! be kind, dear Nymph, and meet my Fire 
With equal Withes, and with like Defire. 
Or Death, or Life, are in your Pow'r to give; 
Die, if you Diſdai \Lif you Loye, I LIVE 


O 


On ſeveral Orcs 1 


oN 


lesbias Recovery 
From a. Fit of Sicknek, 


S when the 3 Ale tetites. 
And Nightly Shades conceal his Sacred Fires, 

The drooping World laments: that he's away, 

and Nature mourns the Abſence of the Day; 

ut when re-uſher'd by approaching Morn, 


ES; 


nd! 


nd, 


And dazling Beams his glorious Face adorn, 


he Univerſe in ſhining Pomp appears, 

And every Face a Mark of Gladneſs wears: 
do, when my Lesbia was with Pain oppreſt, 
ud raging Fevers rack'd her gentle Breaſt, 
Vith Pity fill'd for the dear Maid I love, 

i Torments double to my Soul did prove; 
E 


Fire 


——— — ̃ — — — a 
_ 


33 POEMS 
My Lesbia felt no Pain, cndur'd no Smart, 


But what with mightier Force oppreſt my bleeding 
(Heart, 
But when relenting Fate had heard my Pray'r, 


And lookt with Pity on the tortur'd Fair; 


When it had cas'd her of her racking Pain, 

And brought her to her priſtine Health again ; 
Witneſs, ye Gods, what Joys inſpit'd my Breaſt, 
Wich what Exceſs of Tranſport was! Bleſt. 

My Grief, which nothing could before compare, 
Was equal'd by the Joy my Soul did ſhare 
In the Recovery of my charmiug Fair. 

Then, oh! ye Powers, would ye propitious prove, 
To chaſte Deſires, and to couſtant Love, 

Bleſs her with laſhng, Health, whom I adorc, 
And make het mine, that I may ask uo more. 


* 25 
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Ove, 


Bſerve the num' rous Stars which grace 
The fait expanded Skies, 
do many Charms has Lesbia's Face, 


A Thouſand more her Eyes. 


Wnen cer the beauteous Maid appears, 
We cannot but admire; 


but when ſhe ſpeaks, the charms our Ears, 


Aud ſets our Souls on Fire. 


E 3 
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What Pity 'tis, a Creature, 
By Nature form'd ſo fair, 


Divine in ev'ry Feature, 

Should give Mankind Deſpait: 
She gazes all around her, 

And gains a Thouſand Hearts, 

But Cupid cannor wound | «ONE 
For ſhe bas all his Darts, | 
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On ſeveral Occaſions. 


Lesb1a's Approach. 


' TOP Phwebus, ſtop thy ſwift Career, 


b And know the charming Lesbia's here: 

- : 

k When ſhe is abſent, we admire e 
The Glories of thy Sacred Fire, £ 

Foa when ſhe comes, for Shame tetire. 


ay 
825 


1 
* 
. — 
. - 


ZN 


E 3 Lui 


42 "POEMY 


ES 5 
* 


E 


Ledbid J Cruelty. 


I HE whew abort g my ſell, 4: Rn 
Does me N all Men deſpiſe; 

My faithful Paſſion is ſo gteat, 

Nothing cx exceeds i it bur her + Hare,” — 


Ye PNY muſt 1 1852 eyer foley 

Will ſhe for ever cruel prove ? | 
Muſt my Torment, Gricf and Pain, 
Meet with nothing but Diſdain? 


Turn, oh, turn thoſe Eyes on me! 
Look with Pity on your Swain, 
Either give him Liberty, 

Or forbcar to gie bim Pain. 
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. BLevbra's s Reproach- alt 
Denial, 


HR Groves, the Plains, „ 
The Nymphs and Swans, 
The Silver Stream, the cooling Shade, 
All, all declare LN 
How Falle you ate; E er 
How many Hearts you have Betrayd t: 
Diſſembler go, * | 
Too well I know 
Jour fatal falſe deluding Art; z 
To ev'ry She, 
As well as me, 


Jon make an an of your ien. 
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6 


Lesbia's RE PRO ACR. 


ES, Iwill leave you, cruel Maid, 5 

Your dread Command ſhall be obey'd; 
But know, thou charming Tyrant, know, 
From you to certain Death I go, 


THE 


On. ſeveral Occuſſons. 
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A SONG. 


Set by Me. V.ANBRUGHE. 


Prefumptuous Lo VER. 


EE, lee, my.Seraphina comes, 
Adorn'd with cy 'ry Grace, 
book Gods from your Celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face, 


Then ſearch, and ſee if you can fiud 
In all your Sacred Groves, | 
Or Nymph, or Goddeſs, lo Divine, 

As ſhe whom Szrephbon Loves. 
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ON 


Partheniſſa's Abſbnce 


Set by the Same. | 


E ſhady Glooms, in vain you ſtrive, 

Your verdant Beautigs to diſplay, 
They rather Pain than Pleaſure give, 
While Partbeniſſa is away. 


But when the Nymph returns again, "I 


To Bleſs theſe Woods, and Damoen's Arms, a 
Then I thall feel no Love-ſfick Pain, 
d) l poſſeſs your wonted Charms, y 


nd 
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T HE 


Lover's Triumph. 


A SONG. 


E beautcous Nymphs, and jovial Swains, 
Who worſhip Cytherea's Shrine, 

Fitch joyful Ecchoes fill the Plain, 

t now the fair Olinda's mine. 


echirping Birds convey your Notes 
1ough all the Regions of the Air, 

ad ſtretch your little warbling Throats, 
o tell ſhe's Kind as well as Fair. 
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Anton Capide, ceaſe to hover 


Thus around the ſmiling Fair, 


You exclude a Faithful Lover, 
With your too officious Care, 


Ye little Loves, away, be gone 
To ſome remote and ſilent Grove, 
And leave Alexishere alone, 

To tell his humble Tale of Lose. 
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1 Ew 
Agreable Surprize. 


A SONG. 


I. 
3 N a ſultry Summer's Day, 
Hyacintha ſlee ping lay, 
4 within a verdant Sbade, 
ot ſeteneſt Slumbers made. 


| *% 
ridon, her darling Swain, 
he paſs'd along the Plain, 
the Dear, the Beauteous Maid, 
tempting Poſtute laid. 
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i 3. 
| To her Side he ſoftly crept, 
And preſt and kiſt her as ſhe ſlept, 
Then gently whiſper'd in her Ear; 
But ſhe did not, or would not hear. 
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At length he boldly jogg'd his Fair. | - 
Who waking, bluſht to find him there , 
She ſtrove to riſe, and had been gone, 
But that the Shepherd kept her down. 1 
0 
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The following Songs are ſet to Muſick 
* "bythe AUTHOR. 
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A SONG. 


O be gazing ow choſe Charms, | 
To be folded in thoſe Arms, | 
To unite my Lips to thofe, | 
hence eternal Sweetneſs flows. 
To be Tov i by One fo fair, 
Ito be Bleft beyond compares 


On that Boſom " rechine, 

While that Hand is lockt in mine, 

la thoſe Eyes my ſelf to view, 

Gazing ſtill, and ſtil on you. 
To be Lov'd by One fo Fair, 
Is to be Bleſt beyond compare. 
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THE 


Impatient Lover 


A SONG. 


F there's tranſporting Pleaſure | 

In gazing on your Charms, 
*Twere Bliſs beyond all Meaſure 
To die within your Arms. 


Then Charmer, be not cruel; 
But give, oh, give me Eaſc} 
Diſdain is but the Fuel, 
That makes my Flame encteaſe· 
| i; i cl 
l 1%! a7 
S 


Injur' 


»S WOW TWe 


\ 


On ſeveral Occaſions. 53 
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KENACE 


A SON . 


Falſe ungrateful Traytot! 

To wrong poor Celia ſo, 
And leave fo ſweet a Creature, 
To Miſery, and Woe. 


hink not the Gods forget ye, 
They but retard your Fate; 
Vhen Celia finds their Pity, 
den Thou ſhalt feel their Hate. 
F 3 THE 
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THE 
Indifterent Lover. 
ASO N G. 


HOULD the Nymph I love, diſdain me, 
And ſtrive to give Deſpair 
All her Arts ſhall never pain me, 


For I'll ſeek a kinder Fair. 4 
Some think it mighty Treaſure, N 
A ſtubborn Heart to gain; | Its 
But their's be all the Pleaſure, W 
For 'tis not worth the Pain. T| 
* 
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4 HE 


rl INCREDULOUS. 
A SONG. 
, $ there a Wretch ſo ſtupid, 
So void of mauly Fire, | . 


To be a Slave to Cupid, 
And languiſh with Deſire? 


No, ſurely ; Humane Nature 
Its Dictates muſt forget, 
When to the Weaker Creature 
The Nobler does ſubmir. 
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THE 
INFERENCE 
+ SONG 


F it be true as wiſe Men (ay, 

That Women by Contraries move, 
It will be much the better Way, 
For Men to Hate, that they may Loye, 


For ſighing, and pining, 
And canting, and whining, 
Are Follies that blow up their Pride; 


But if they once Tack you, 
They certainly Back you, 
And then to the D—1 they'lI ride. 


THE 
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„ 
Cure of LOVE. 


N Y Friends could give me no Relief; 
No Balm could reach my inward Grief 

Nothing could eaſe my tortur'd Mind, 

becaule Lucinda was unkind. 


Oft on a Flow'ry Bank 1 lay, 

aud weeping ſpent the tedious Day; 

ks oft by Silver Streams I ſtood, 

And with my Tears encreas'd the Flood. 


os Cypreſs Barks, I off engrav'd 
Her Name who had my Soul enſlay'd, 
Full oft to all the Ecchoes round, 
would repeat the pleaſing Sound. 
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To Food and Reſt a Stranger grown, | nc 
My Body waſted to the Bone ; Wit 
Thought I—, this cannot long endure, 4 to 


It would be beſt to ſcek a Cure. 


I call'd my Friends, they brought me Wine ac 
Of ſparkling Colour, Taſte Divine, Tis 
Then to the Brim we charg'd our Glaſles, 
And drank Adieu to all Coy Laſſes. 


Scarce had we paſs'd Six Bumpers round, 
When, lo! by wond'rous Pow'r, I found 
My Reaſon had aſſum'd its Throne, 

And all the Fumes of Love were gone. 


Then I, who was ſo ſad of late, 

Began to laugh, and fing, and prate; 
My Checks which had been pale before, 
A Fluth of Ruby Brightueſs wore. 


My Eyes they ſparkled witls Delight, 
My Mind was gay, my Heart was light. 
With Shouts of Joy J fill'd the Place, 
And Fleaſure triumph'd in my Face. 
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now could name the cruel Fair, 
Without or Anguith-or Deſpair ; 

| told her ev'ry Fault aloud, 

| curſt her, call'd her J7ilt and Proud. 


ad now Lucinda I deſpiſe, 

Tis glorious Wine alone I Prize; 
Vine that can all our Griefs remove, 
ad cure the raging Pain of Love. 


THE 
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THE 


Boon Companion. 
A SONG. 


OME all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to Tope good Wine, 
Let's offer up a Hogſhead | 
- Unto our Maſter's Shine; 8 
Come let us drink, 
And never ſhrink, 
For I'll tell you the Reaſon why, 


I:'sa great Sin to leave a Houſe till we've drauk the 
(Cellar dry, 


In Times of old, I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear, 

T ut Bacchus ook me from that Rule, 
He thought *twas 00 ſevere: 
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He fill'd a Bumper to the Brim, 
! And bad me take a Sup, 
Fir had it been a Gallon Pot, 
0 By Jove I'd toſs'd it up. 
ud ever ſince that happy Time, 
Good Wine has been my Cheat; 
ow nothing puts me in a Swoon 
But Water or Small-Beer. 


CHORUS. 


hen let us Tope about, my Lads, 
And never flinch nor fly, 

ut fill our Skins brim-full of Wine, 
And drain the Bottles dry. 


BacchanalianRant. 


1. 
3 muſt now his Pow'r reſign, 
I am the only God of Wine ; 
It is not fit the Wretch ſhould be 
In Competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink Ten times more than he. 


2. 
Make a new World, ye Pow'rs Diving, 
Stockt with nothing elſe but Wine: 
Let Wine its onfy produce be, | * 
Let Wine be Earth, and Air, aud Sea 5 
And let that Wiue be all for me. 
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Were the wide Heav'ns a ſpreading Vine, 
The Earth it (elf a Cup, 

And was that Cup brim-full of Wine, 
I'd Burſt or Drink it up. 
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Go to the Elyſian Shade, 
Where Sorrow ne'et ſhall wound me, 
Where nothing ſhall! my Reſt invade; 
But Joy ſhall ſtill ſurround me. 
I f from Celias cold Diſdan, 
From her Diſdain I fly; 
She is the Cauſe of all my Pain, 
For her alone I die. 
Her Eyes ate brighter than the Mid-day Sun, 
When he but Half his Radiant Courſe has run; 
When his Meridian Glories gayly thine, - 


Aud gild all Nature with a Warmth Divine. 
See 
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Sce jonder River's lowing Tide, 
Which now ſo full appears, | 
Thoſe Streams that do ſo fwiftly blade, 
Are nothing but my Tears. 15 2 
There have I wept till I could weep no more, 
And curſt mine Eyes whenthey have ſhed rheirStorez 
Then, like the Clouds that rob the Azure Main, 
I've drain'd the Flood to weep it back again, 
Pity my Pains, 
Ye gentle Swains, 8 
Covet me with Ice and Snow, 
1 ſcotch, I burn, 1 flame, I glow: 
Furies rear me, 
Quickly bear me 
To the diſmal Shades below: 
Where Yellipg and Howling, 
And Grumbling and Growling, 
Strike our Ears with horrid Woe. 
Hiſſing Snakes, 
Fiery Lakes, 
Would be a Pleaſure and a Cute; 
Not all the Hells, 
Where Pluto dwells, 
Can give ſuch Pains as I endure. 
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To ſome peacefal Plain convey me, 
On a Moſly Carpet lay me, 

Fan me with Ambrofial Breeze, 
Let me die, and ſo have Eaſe. 
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SECOND 


Mad S O N G. 


ODS! I can never this endure, 
Death alone muſt be my Cute: 
I groan, I fink beneath the Weight 
f Ceſia's cruel cauſeleſs Hate. 
Why was ſhe made ſo Fair, 
Why are her Eyes ſo Bright, 
To kill me with Defpair, 
And yet attract my Sight? 
In her Eyes a Thouſand Stars 
Center their Brightneſs, 
. In her Face a Thouſand Charms 
Center their Sweetneſs. 8 
s- Pu ſhe is Proud as Funo's Haughty Self, 
0h! "tis a Proud, Diſdainful, Charming Elf: 
hoe'er is made a Captive to her Eyes, 
bt makes his Bleeding Heart a Sacrifice, 


While 
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While on a Downy Bed 
= Moſly Graſs 1 lay my love-fick Head, - 
And ſeck for foft Repoſe, 

Her Angel Form around me. flies, 
Awakes my Soul, forbids mine Eyes 
Their falling Lids to claſe. 

Then to the limpid Stream 
With caget Haſte I fly, 
And *midſt the Waters plunge, 


With ſure Intent to die. 
When, lo! ſome Wretch, by evil Gods deſign'd 
To lengthen out the Torments of Maukind, 


With curſed Friendſhip drags me thence again, 
Aud makes me live, but to endure more Pain. 
But, I have found a Way, 
That ſhall her Scorn repay, 
I'll leave this falſe imaginary Light, 
And ſeek the Diſmal Shades of Night. 
With Goblins and Faries, 
I'll dance the Canaties, | Fj 
And Demons all round in a Ring; 
Wuh Witches I'll fly 
Beneath the cold Sky, 
And with the Screcch-OwI will I ſing. 
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My Love, alas! isdead and gone, 
She's dead and gone to me, 


And now my Senſes they ate fown, 
I have my Liberty, 
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OR 


Widow of IW, atling reer . 


When lat Reviv'd at the 
+ Fheatre-Ryyat. h 


Spoken by Miſi Younger, who Play d the 2a 
ef Miſs Molly, 


Nable in that hateful State to tarry, 


I thought twas beſt to chuſe a Fool an 
(Marry 


The Pavia will, I know, with out- ſtretcht Voice 


Arraign my Judgment, and condemn my Choice: 
2 But 
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zut what could 1? J ftrove with Might and Main, 
o keep the Tempter from me, but in vain: 


2» 
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rhe Spirit weaken d, and the Fleſh grew ſtronger, 
9, to be mort, 1 could hold out no loßger. 
ccordingly, I took my goodly Spouſe, 


o be a Moveable about the Houſe, 
o Pay my Debts, to Father what I Bear, 
ud let him ſay againſt it if he date. 
Ladies, Ladies, Marry whilſt you may: 
or let your youthful Bloom iy vain decay: 
oufider you grow Older cv'ry Day. 
Husbaud is a neceſlary Evil; N 
f = Chalk, and Coals, and Oatmeal arc the Devil. 
ct no One here admire, that One ſo Loung 
Should to luch ripen'd Subjects turn her Tongue 
P. Ages paſt, indeed, twould Wondetrraiſe, 
ut theſe you know are moſt exgetienc'd Days; 
54 ow, little Mils, in Hanging- Sleeves knows more, ' 
tan formerly her Grandame at Threeſcore; | 
od Maſter, who was lately whipt at Schovl, 
bare Fifteen, ſets up for Rake and Fool: 
duns the whole Race of Vice with full Career, 
Orcen, and Ripe, and Rotten in a Year, 
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And ſhould Seven Ages more, by ſwift Degrees, 


Render out Youth Sevenfold more Ripe than theſe, NN 


Iu Marriage Bands they muſt their Infants ſwaddle, 
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Thcy'll Woo and Wed, before they leave the Cradle. 
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Rival QUEENS, 
| Or the Death of 


fexander the Great. 
Acted at a Boarding Sc bool, 
By Young Ladies. 


OW Mad are we in ſo Refin'd an Age, 
To apetheTragickMuſc,and tread the Stage 


But, all that for this Folly can be ſaid, 

E Ws, we perform for Pleaſure, not for Bread. 
Ve, for a While, diſclaim our Teacher's Rule, 
And to a Theatre have transform'd our School. 
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Our Forms and Benches, rang'd commodiouſly, 
Scrve us for Pit, and Box, and Gallery; 
Tap'ſtry we're forc'd to uſe inſtead of Scenes: 
Our School Fellows are Heroes, Kings and Queens, 
Our Talk is Big Heroicks ; our Attire 
Compos'd of Feathers, Spangles, Lace and Wire 
So, if we chance to fail, ſome Recreation 


You'll ſurely find in-fuch a Transformation, 

But, ſince we've None bur Friends aſſembled here, 
Why ſhould we tremble, what have we to fear? 
If in our Childiſh Paſtimes we ſhould mils, 

You have more Manners, ſurely, than to Hiſs; . 
For what can you expect from ſuch as we, 

But Virgin Bluſhes and Simplicity ? | 

Confider, we have None our Cauſe to aid: 

Even our Alexander is a Maid. 

Upon our Youth ſome tender Pity take, 

Aud ſparc the Action for the Actots Lake. 
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A Full and True Account of a cer- 
tain Aporhecary, that turn'd Gal- 
lant at Sixty Three. 


I, 
OT far * London's Wealthy Town, 
A Doctor there doth dwell, - 
Who in the Knowledge of Cloſe-Stools, 
All others does excel. | 


8 
„hn 5 ic bad 
A Man of Muckle Might is he, 
Aud wond'rous is his Skill, 
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To make a Med'cine for Horſe. 
Or give a Dog a Pill. 


3. 
If you ſhould want to know his Name, 
Which now is ſpread ſo well, 
Ask for the Pocky Do@or there, 
And avy Child can tell, 
| | | 
4+ 
What Pity tis, ſo wife a Man 
Should feeble be and old; 
Nay, worſe, that he ſhould be in Love, 
As I for. Truth am told. 


But that fo old a Man . love, 
Why need we to admire; 

For Touch wood, when tis rotten grown, 
Is ſooneſt ſer on Fire, 


6. 
And oft we ſee the aged Horſe, | 
W hbca he's of Serevgeh berefr, 
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And all his Teeth are gone but One, 
He has a Colt's Tooth left. 


Tr, 
50 far'd it with out Doctor dear; 
O Cupid, twas unkind, 
To ſtrike a Dart at Sixty Three! 
Bur thou wert always Blind. 


8. 
0 had you ſeen this Man in Love, 
You would have laug ht good Store: N 
for ſure, ſince Adam, ſuch a Wrietch 
Was never ſeen before, 


9. 
With gaudy Garb, o'er Wither'd Limbs, 
Our Doctor did appear, 


Much like a Pupper in.a Booth, 
Or Monkey at a Fair. 


10. 


On Old and Young, both far and near, 
His Practice now he tries, 
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And Courts full Forty at a Time, 
For Tweuty won't ſuffice. 


IF. 

- The Ladies all blow up the Fire, 
And ſwell the empty Thing 
They let him prate his Belly full, 

For he has loſt his Sting. 


12. 
Haſte, Emperick, haſte thee to thy Drugs, 
And ſeek a Med'cine there, 
That may extinguiſh this fierce Flame, 
E'er Mid-ſummer draw near. 


5 13. 
Give o'er, for Shame, tis now bigh Time 
To think on thy Condition, 
Go, fit thy ſelf for't'other World, 
And be thy own Phyſician. 


21 


On ſeveral Otcaſtons. 79 


E R S E 8. 


For the Uſe of the 


„ 
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hellman of Fulham. 


Written after his own Stile. 


Being a PRAYER for the King 
and Royal-Family. 


2 God Preſerye his Sacred Majeſty, 
And alfo Bleſs the Royal-Family: * 
s for theit Enemies, O Lord, down pull 'em! 
ut Bleſs my Maſters All that live at Fulbam. 
& every ſick Man there become a well Man, 


And bend them Store of Crop to Tip the Bellman. 
N. | D E- 


DEMOCRITUS|: 


Laughing at the For Ly offÞ's 
Flattery. 


A, ha, ba, ba, — hold me or I ſhall burſt, ] as 
Could any One have thought the Fellow dutſt dai] 
Abuſe a Fool ſo groſsly to his Face; Ho 
Or think to flatter with ſo ill a Grace. 


Ama 


Sir, Gaidthe faw ning Slave, to ſpeak 12 : Worth, Iaſcc 
Or ſer your Eminent Perfections forth, 2 


Bleſt with a Cicero's or Virgif's Fire; 
Yer what I cannot praiſe, permit me to admire. 
„ Hes 


Some more than common Genius does 2 
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Heavens! what a Shape is there!: how nicely turind ! 


A Face too! bow with every Grace adoru'd! 

And Heav'n, to make its Fajreſt Work compleat, 
Has to thoſe Beauties join'd a Soul as Great. 

This is not Half, but when he'd made an End, 
The flatter'd Foolembrac'd him, call'd him Friend, 
Witht for an Opportunity to ſhew 

nos much he for ſo dear a Friend could do. 
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Sir, ſaid the Sycophant, there is a Place 

Now Vacant, which I gladly would embrace: 
N Buſineſs; anſwer 'd other, ſhall be done, 
This Moment I'M to Court about it run. 

He fled with eager Joy; when I approach'd, 
Aud in the Flatt'zex's Company encroach d: 
lacht him wham be was that he fo ptait d; 
my Bt be, à wicked Villain, who has rat 


Himſelf by Fraud by Perjury, and al 
That we can Odious, Black or Vicious call. 


Amaz'd, 1 left the Monſtet, as I would 
Inſcted Perſons, or contagious Blood. 


thy 
ch unexpected Baſeueſs chang d my Note, 


ad ſtopt the riſing Laughter iu my Throat. 
c>uld have wept ; but why do Jexclaim? 
kind, alas! will ever be the ſame; 
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The World will ſtill its vicious Courſes keep; 


82 POEMS. 


. 


c 


504 
22 


Let doting Heraclitus wail and weep 
But while ſuch Shoals of Fools and K naves therely 
There's Store enough of Laughter ſtil} for me, 
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AN 
| xtempore Thought 


ON 


FLATTERY. 


. SA "oY 1 coward Vice, 
A lurking Devil in a fair Diſguiſe. 
real Friend will all our Faults reprove, 


Ve 


ag 


id mix with outward Anger, inward Love; 
but Flatt'rers kill wich a more private Blow, 
d outward Love for inward Hatred ſhow. 
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-0 W juſtly may we mourn our moreal State? 

And blame the rigid Hand of partial Fae, W 
Since even tender Iufants are not free 
From che unetring Stroke of Deſtiny; 
But ſmiling Babes as well are ſnatch'd away, 
As aged Souls who live but to decay. 
Elſe had Eliza liv'd, till Wit and Grace 
Had made her Mind as charming as her Face; N 
Till ripening Beauty would have made her ſhine 
All innocent, all lovely and divine. 


But +4 
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it now, ho more Eliza's Name we hear, 
ichout che mouruful Tribute of a Tear, 8 
|l mourn. EAZASs Loſs, ber-Parenis moſh, *: 1: 
N ince they im het have all their Comfort loſt. ” 10 
ut ſee, her Dear, her Infant Soul ariſe, 
n eager Triumph cho* the diſtant Skies: 
what a mining Cloud the Heav'ns diſplay * 
Fo meet Elize i in the Milky-Ways | 


1 a 
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Why chen ſhould we lament that ſhe's above? 
Tis true, it ſhows our Reverence and Love; 
zut jet, we ought a Sympathy to bear, 
Aud v hilè the's Bleſt in Heay'n, we ſhould be joy ful 


(here. 
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And view the Crowd beneath with Scorn and Price. 


RETIREMENT: 


8.4'T'F © 


Dicu to all the Follies of the Town; 

W hereNoiſe angHurry all Enjoy ments drownz 
W here Vice o'er Virtuc has Pre-eminence; _ 
Where Nonſenſe gets.the upper Hand of woe 
Where Scandal. wrongs rhe lasst aid. Fair; 
And wheyeibe Gaz ein de Skins 3ppras ; 1, 
Where Honely A Een ett, 


Where but the of Virtue is Pro ſeſt, 
While Virtue's (elf is gon a ry Jeſt. 
There Fops in State aud Vomp ſecurely ride, 


Or 
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or born to Riches, or the Fools of Fate, 
They know no Virtue but a good Eſtate. | | 
To them the Wiſe and Good muſt humbly bow, | 
Jod meet perhaps a'ſterw and ſcotuful Brow ; | | 
While Pandars, Knaves, aud Parafiies more bold 
Fawn at their Feet, aud fleece them of their Gold. | 


S 


bete all Things borrow d Shapes aud Drefles wear, 

nd no One's really what he would appear. 

Merit is laught at, Modeſty deſpis's ; 1 | 
| 
| 


he Knave and wealthy Fool alone art priz'd. 

o to the Walks, the Play, there all Things ſcem 
il een Nature's {elf were in a Dream. > 61 ; 
be Jile and Scoundrel ſtrut in borrowed Cloaths, | 
od ſwell with Envy at the helles and Beaur ; | 
iſdainful and a ffectedly they walk, 

\ hile forc'd Grimace ſupplies the Want of Talk; 
ontem pt and Pride in every Face is ſeen, 

ad Hatred lurks beneath the formal Grin. 


WW 


The Drawing Room, for Scandal ever fam'd 
lakes me abhor it when 1 hear it nam'd. 

-ue Moment, they ſhall all your Faults expoſe, 
ud even add a Thouſand more to thoſe ; 


* 
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The next, if you appear, they gladly fly, 
And ſeem to meet jou im an Ecſtaſy b. 
Fhey'll hug you in theit falſe deceitful Arms, 
And all your Faults are no trans fotm'd roCharn 
Vou ſimply take the Flatt' ters for your F riends, 
And wiſh and ſtudy how to make Amends; 
Whilethe ſame Moment, when your Back is turn 
** ROS _ at, oy _—_ * ſcorn' 
Here let me 2 * ba Noi Town, | 
My feſt of Life with' ſolid Pleaſures crown. 
Kind Nature here, unmixt Delights does yield; 
In every Grove, iu ev'ty flow'ry Field, 
A Thouſand various Sweets the does preſent, 
To fill the Mind with undiſturb d Content: 
In theſe Bleſt Shads for .eyer. will I ſtay, 
While the. ſoft Moments gently. glide away; 
No Cate, no Tumult ſball my. Peace moleſt, 
Storms, may diſturb the World, but not my, Rell 
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